and rose shaling into the woods again where the dap-
pled moonlight was Intermittent^ treacherous with dis-
solving vistas. Invisible and sourceless among the shift-
ing patterns of light and shade, whippoorwills were
like flutes tongued liquidly. The road passed out of the
woods and descendeds with sand in shifting and silent
lurches, ana they turned on to the valley* road and
a way from town.

The car went on9 on the dry hissing of the closed
muffler. The negroes murmured among themselves with
mellow snatches of laughter whipped like scraps of torn
paper away behind. They passed the iron gates and
Bayard's home serenely in the moonlight among its
treeSy and the silent, box-like flag station and the metal-
roofed cotton gin on the railroad siding*

The road rose at last into hills. It was smooth and
empty and winding, and the negroes fell silent as
Bayard increased speed* But still it was not anything
like what they had anticipated of him. Twice more
they stopped and drank$ and then from an ultimate
hilltop they looked down upon another cluster of lights
Eke a clotting of beads upon the pale gash where the
railroad ran. Hub produced the breather-cap and they
drank again*

Through streets identical with those at home they
moved slowly, toward an identical square. People on
the square turned and looked curiously after them.
They crossed the square and followed another street
and went on between broad lawns and shaded windows,
and presently beyond an iron fence and well back
among black-and-silver trees9 lighted windows hung in
ordered tiers like rectangular lanterns strung among
the branches.

They stopped heres  in  shadow.   The  negroes  de-
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